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| was sitting on the bus. | looked with my tired eyes through the window, didn't realise how the fuck this 


happened. | was sober now, my mind was clear and i felt guilty. 


Everything starts yesterday. We were on the party; me, James, Lars and Cliff. | had drunk too much so | 
acted aggresively. Well, | was a fucking agressive drunk and | couldn't put up with it. | don't remember what 
exacly happened but | was sure about one thing- | hurted James. | loose one's temper and my behavior was 


under my control. How the hell could | even touched him? He's the last person i could fight with. 


But | did it. James had shouted and | received a punch from Cliff. | had fallen on the wall, and before | fainted, | 


heard nervous screamings and the sound of the engine being turned on. 


Now | was almost shitting myself. Firstly- | didn't know how was James's condition Secondly- Lars and Cliff 
kicked me out of our house. They didn't even give me any money. They put me to first bus they could see, 
using my drunk sleep against me. | didn't have any money, any food and any cholthes. 


God, | missed alcohol and drugs. My remorse wouldn't be so strong then 


When bus had stopped, | went out and sat at a bench in station. | looked around and noticed few people leaned 
against wall. They were probably homeless- oh irony, just like me. | losted everything. | knew that i behave 
badly, but i beard a grudge against Lars and Cliff. They could've given me some goddamn money. Do they want 
me to die? Geez. | was hungry and thirsty. Hungover was killing his head. | won't survive By this tome 


tommorow i will have been probably dead. 


eR 


Day third gone. The only thing in my stomach was stolen sandwich, tap water and small amount of alcohol i 
found on the street. | even prayed random travellers for money or alcohol. | hadn't knew what | suppose to do, 
so | stayed on the station with pissheads. | looked awful and | knew that. My hair were greasy and messy, | 
had circles around my eyes and | likely losted few pounds. All | wanted was death. 


But everything changed then 


When | was just lying on the floor and staring at ceiling, | heard familiar voice. 

‘Oh no. Great. Now I've got a fucking hallucinations’. 

But suprisingly there were not hallucinations. James fucking Hetfield came for me. He walked over me and 
helped me to got up. | was thinking it's a dream. Or my mind tried to help me in my last moments of life. | 
leaned against James’ arm and we crossed station, straight to James’ car. | rested on a seat and put my head 
to the window. My eyelids closed and | took a nap. 

EK 

| felt poke on my arm. | had opened my eyes and looked on James gently face. 

-Come on dude. Get out off the car. 

‘Oh god. That's a fucking true’. 

| let James bring me to a hotel. Vocalist had smirked to receptionist and opened door number 14. | came in and 
glanced over a room. Apartament was quite small but cosy; there was one bed, one small window and another 


door, probably a gate to bathroom. 


| turned to see James. 


-Ey.. - | mumbled, but James interrupted. 


-Get a shower for some refreshing. Towels are in the bathroom. Please, don't say anything-he added, noticing 


my opened mouth.- I'll be back for thirty minutes. 


So | did it. | went to the bathroom to remove all dirt from my body. James was right, cause | immidiately felt 
better. 


When | had gone out of the shower, | put on my clothes which | found on Bed ( James must have brought 
them) and | lied down. | didn't know how James found me and why, but now he was my personal Angel, and 
Jezus, and a goddamn God. | wasn't worth of his help. | hurted him and | should be hurted too. And no, | don't 


mean just that one accident few days ago. | hurt him and my friends whole time. 

But James wasn't like this. He took care of me when | losted my mind. He was Always by my side and worrying 
about me. When | had drunk up, he put me to sleep and prepared sandwiches. He held my hair while | puked. He 
acted like a mother for some way,and that was cool. | felt respected and appreciated,for the first time in my 
crappy life. He was my best friend whose | didn't deserve. 

Well,frankly, James, Cliff and Lars were my only friends. And | disappointed them. It will never be like it used to 
be. We'll never organise any gig, we'll never talk shit during watching tv and we'll never create music together. 
That's how | ended. | was kicked out of the band, without home, friends and money. 

James arrived,as he said, by 30 minutes. He bring two big bags with shopping in it. 

- Downstairs is common fridge-he said- you can leave food here or carry there. 


| nooded. 


We gazed at each other for some seconds, when James rubbed his face by his palms. | wondered did he 


thought that I'm still drunk? For sure, since | acted like a fucking weirdo. | couln't submit any sentence. 


| looked at him. | didn't know what | had done to him that evening. And honestly, | didn't want to know. | didn't 
want to know, but | had to do one thing. 


-l'm sorry- | said. My own voice suprised me. | sounded a bit like Lemmy Kilmister with throat infection. 
-It's okay- James gave me calming look- Don't worry about it. 


- You can stay here for 2 weeks. | paid for everything- he added and went quiet for few seconds.- You have 
to find yourself a job. That's it. 


| hanged my head while bethinking what else can | say, when James through his pocket. Then he stretch out an 


envelope. 


- Last. It's for you- he threw it on my knees. | already knew what was in. 

| remained quiet. 

-So.- James muttered. l'm leaving now,ckay? Take care of yourself. 

He turned one's back and wanted to open the door, but | withholded him. 

- No, please! - | said, remembering that | have a fucking tongue stay with me for a while. 
James hesistated, but he soon bunked down near me. 

-Thank you again- | whispered. 


| stared at James by the corner of my eye. He was just lying on bed and thinking. What is he thinking about? | 


wish | know this. He was a mistery for me. I've never knew what's inside his mind. 


In total silence, | turned to him. | don't know what happened to me then; | moved my head closer to his head 
and kissed him. | didn't have to wait long for response, he brushed away hair from my face and put his palms 
on my neck. It was fucking amazing. | have never felt like this during kissing any girl. He kissed me calmly and 
slowly, but then | put my elbows on his chest and started to kiss him more passionately. | don't know how long 
did it take, probably few minutes, when he pushed me gently and got up. | gave him puzzled look. 


James walked up to door with no words. Then looked at me for the last time and smiled. 


-Dave.. Get sober 
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| didn't know what to do. It can't be fucking true! It must be a joke, right? | still waiting for someone to tell me 
that its the stupid, unfunny joke. 


About few minutes ago | got the worst phone call in my entire life. Cliff died in a bus crush. How for fuck's 
sake did this happen?! 


| started to hysterically laugh, what wasn't quite normal, because a moment ago | was in goddamn tears. Yeah, 
when | found out about it, | almost became a tear-fountain. | didn't give a crap about people who saw me, | 


didn't care what they thought about me. | just wanted to cry and cry all enternity. 


All of them tried to calm me down and talk to me though | didn't listen. Why cliff? Why he? He was my best 
friend and nothing could change that. 


| thought about James. God, | couldn't even imagine his feelings. He was always attached to him; they could 
have talked all night long. | envied them a little. Don't get me wrong, James was my friend too, | could have 
told him about every single problem | had without his judgement. But their friendship was kinda different. Kinda. 


Intimate? | don't know how to name it accurately. 


What will happen to James, Lars and that one disheveled guitarist? What will happen to Metallica? Maybe | 


tried to convince myself that l'm strong and unconcerned, but at that time everything lost its meaning. 


eR 


| couldn't sleep a wink all night. | was just lying on bed deep in silence. | have not feel a warmth of another 
person for a long time. Yeah, | had several girlfriends during these 3 years and | didn't avoid casual sex, 
especially when | had drunk too much alcohol. After all | didn't love any of them. | had no idea why things come 
from and that really worried me. Maybe | haven't found that ‘special one’ yet? 


Hitherto our new album which we were going to release disturbed my dreams. Obviously it turned out that it 


was a nonevent, because of its poor quality and badly mixing. We were forced to sign a contract with a fucking 


record label that | didn't even want to look at. 


And as if | had not enough annoyance- | found out about Cliffs death. Well, he might have flung me into the 


street, but he was still my friend. He, James and Lars were my extended family before everything changed. 


Uhh. | looking back again. It still hurt me. | couldn't forgive that they found someone who took my place so 
quickly. Probably they were looking for a new guitarist before they kicked me out. And then they appropriated 
my songs in KillEm All. | felt almost like a husband who reached his wife at home when she was having sex 


with two guys. 


| wondered how many of these revolutions James took part in. It seemed to me that none of them. He couldn't 
have looked me in the eye and searched for a new quitarist at the same time. James wasn't a leader; it was a 
Cliff's function wherefore he made most decisions. 


| adjusted my pillow and took a sip of water. | wanted to see him so bad. Now | should help him as he did 3 
years ago. | don't know what would have happened to me if it wasn't for him. | probably would have died by a 
drug overdose in a brothel in the middle of nowhere. Thanks to him, everything went different; | found a 
temporary job and recruited several people to the band. Create a group was a priority for me and | don't hide 


that i just wanted to get my revenge. 


First, i met Junior and afterwards all the rest. | already had some ideas for a new music tracks- | tried to 
realize everything in turn. It worked. Even if we were not popular and sought-after group yet, our last album 
was surprisingly well recveived, and the tour was full of successes. 


However, despite the fact that everything finally settled down and | became the head of a new, promising 
band- in the back of my mind | still had this fucking Metallica. 


So lying down and torturing myself with all possible difficulties | survived all night. In the morning | looked like a 
fucking corpse, but at least | made some important decision 


Booze 
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| stood in front of entering James’ house. 

In view of the fact that he must have earned a lot of money considering his recent artistic achievements, he 
lived quite modestly. | was wondering if he was in a relationship- not that | cared a lot- and will | see a strange 
woman in his home. Perhaps not even one but 3? Who knows. If you have such a fame and so much money, 


you can afford a lot. 


| knocked. It took about 5 minutes before i decided to do it. | didn't have any contact with him, the only 
informations | got were the ones from newspapers and other such crap. | was already considering whether to 


turn back and run away when James opened the door. 
Fuck. 
Looked at me the same face | passionately kissed in the hotel room. 


In one moment everything came back to me with redoubled strength. The whole feeling that | was trying to 
forget and hide somewhere deep in my mind hit me in the face. | began to regret that i Came here. If only | 
sit quietly and arranged a one-man mourning at home, nothing like this would happened. But | did it and | had to 


continue. 
-James.. Nice to see you- | mumbled. 


James just smiled grimly and let me in. It seemed to me that he expected my coming. | didn't have to wait 
long- after a while | was sitting at the table holding a cup of coffee, which James always drank as much as he 
could. | was staring at his kitchen hustle and bustle. He told me that he could make me something to eat and 
other such bullshit. Well, | knew that in this way he tried to conceals his embarrassment. It certainly was not 
an easy and pleasant situation. We didn't know what to say and where to start. 


| took a look at him every now and then. He looked horrible. | figured he abused alcohol and had no sleep for at 


least 2 nights. He had tangled hair, dark circles under his eyes and stubble. 
But nothing could compare to depressing sadness in his eyes. 
This wasn't the first death in his life. It would seem that such a loss every time hurts less and less, but it's 


not true. Death destroys you from the inside and you cannot control it in any way. You became an emotionless, 


unhappy creature which isn't able to love anyone. 


| worried this would happen to James or worse- it had already happened. First his parents died, then his 
girlfriend and now his best friend. | could only guess what he was going through. | really felt sorry for him. If 


only | could take half of his worries on my shoulders, I'd have no hesitation in doing so. 

-James- | decided to say what was the most appropriate thing- l'm so sorry about that. 

He didn't even look at me. It took a long time before he moved and sat down in the opposite chair. 
-| know, Dave- he murmured weakly and buried his face in his hands- Thanks for coming. 


eR 


| looked at the watch that indicated 2 pm. Goddamnit, we talked for 2 hours. It turned out that we got used to 
our company much quicker than | thought. Frankly, | felt almost like the old days if it weren't for Cliff's death. 


Our moods changed when James recounted me about the accident. He told me briefly what the whole incident 
looked like and betrayed his plans for a further career path. Lars insisted that they must keep playing and find 


a new bassist. 


James, of course, didn't agree with that. However he prefered to respect the will of Cliff who some time ago 
said to an interviewer that if any of Metallica's members would die, they'd start to looking for someone to his 
place as soon as it possible. It sounds unbelievable, but he really asked him that question. It looked as if some 


weird providence took care of them. 


James nonetheless didn’t like this idea. Everyone perfectly knew that no one would ever replace Cliff. He had a 
great talent, unusual point of view and incredibly musicality. | myself had doubts as to whether they should 
continue to play or not. | wouldn't be able to get my shit together so rapidly lt wasn't my life and my choices, 
but whatever. 


| also told him how was | doing. | found out that James liked our music and predicted a good future for us. | 
was a little surprised he found time to listen our songs on the break between hard work and hard work. He 


used to worry about me. | wondered how it is now? 


After a while | asked him to show me where the bathroom is. In fact, my goal was completely diferent- | 
wanted to look around his house and find a trace about his possible partner. | was just curious, okay? | didn't 
intend to ask him about it. | liked better keep my mouth shut so that by accident | wouldn't take up 
uncomfortable topics that might remind us of.. Something. On the other hand, James probably didn't remebmer 
what happened 3 years ago, or just disowned this. 


His home wasn't too palatial both outside and inside. Two rooms, bathroom and living room connected with 
kitchen. The decor was just as you would expect from a guy. Not a single photo or any femine stuff. It looked 
like he was genuinely alone. Some deeply hidden part of me smiled for this news, even though | tried to not 


think about it. 
The only evidence this place belonged to James were ubiquitous instruments and various kinds of music stuffs. 
-Here- he pointed the door. 


| entered dutifully and just sat on a toilet. The bathroom looked like the ordinary, modest bathroom, which also 


didn't amaze me. 


| considered if James had a partner during these 3 years. Anyway | didn't notice anything like this on any photo 
or article. | remembered one special evening while | was still in Metallica, he told me what happened to him in 
the past. He was in a relationship with a woman, her name Claire. From what | was able to deduce they created 
a great pair- she was resourceful, nice and soft. James thought she was the embodiment of an angel, he loved 
her so much. He spent 2 years with her. This happy period ended brutally- one morning she had gone to work 
and didn't return. She had been a victim of a traffic accident and she didn't come out of it. Oh my God, just 
like Cliff. It was a fucking cruel hand of fate. 

James mourned her for a year and it probably would have taken longer if not for the fact that Cliff wanted 
to start a band. That's how it all began- they found Lars, then me. 


But thats not the point; it seemed James wasn't in any relationship since then Is it possible that for 4 years 
he still couldn't find a soul mate, although a million women on the world would sell half of their home and a car 


to just go out with him on a date? 


| stretched, fixed my hair and left after few seconds. James sat where i expected; in the living room on the 


couch, staring at some shitty TV show. 


| sat next to him ( not disturbed his personal space too much) and also started to watch. But | didn't focus, 


just like James who gazed at some point in space. 
- What do ya say we drink some booze? 


How could | say no? 


lrony 


Some time later we both kept a glass of whiskey. Alcohol really relaxed us. | heard the clock struck 4 pm. 
James was in the middle of a story about the last tour, when | rudelyinterrupted him. 


-Dude. Maybe you should give me your phone number? It would be foolish to lose contact again. 


James looked at me and pursed his lips, as if he was thinking deeply about something. Yeah, we were already 


slightly drunk 

-Okay- he said finaly 

He got off the couch (a little wobbled) and walked to the shelf with a phonebook. It made me laugh a bit. 
-Oh God. You damn sclerotic, you cannot remember even your fucking number. 

| got a snort in response. 

-I have got so much things in my mind that a phone number isn't so horny important. 

| already forgotten | had to deal with always busy and distracted man 

However, | was really happy to see him. 


James handed me a card with nine numbers in it. After a moment of hesitation, | put it in my pocket. | didn't 


know what would | do with it, but it was better to have James’ Hetfield phone number than not. 


During these considerations, the phone rang. James rolled his eyes and got up from the couch, which he sat 


down nearly 2 minutes ago 

-Yeaaa?- he muttered while putting the receiver to the ear.- Why do you care?- he added, a little quieter. 
| noticed how nervously he entangled the cable around his finger. 

| figured it was Lars who called to carry out an inspection 

-| cannot now. | have a guest. 

Damn. He forgot to bite his tongue. Lars won't surrender so quickly. 


James lowered his voice even more and gave me an eloquent look. Well, | should have not eavesdrop. 


| peered on the TV. When James finally came over, he looked unhappy. 
-Lars arranged an audition.. You Know, to find a new bassist. 


| nooded. | didn’t know what can | say, seeing the resignation in his blue eyes. He sat down and rubbed his 


temples. 
Our previous good mood passed. It seemed to have disappeared through the telephone receiver. 
And the i realised something. The painful truth. 


| was pretty toasted and | didn't have a way to go home. | could have called a taxi, but what about my car 
then? | will have to come back here one day and confront James 


Driving drunk was not an option, cause | was the one who drive a car in most cases. Why didn't | think about it 


earlier? Why did | always lose my ability to think when | was with James? 
-You know what.- | bumbled, looked everywhere but not at him- | shouldn't go back in this condition 


-Uh-huh- there was a moment of silence. - Well. 


| could have sworn that somewhere behind me | heard a grotesque sound of a flying fly, just like in movies 
- You have to stay here then 

At least he didn't bid me to get the fuck off 

-But you must waltz off in the morning. No one should see ya 


What would happen if some dumb article appeared in any tabloid? Or worse- if any of Metallica's members see 
me and consider it a betrayal of James? 


-Yeah, sure. 


As the conversation didn't work any longer, James showed me the bathroom again amd learned how to 


properly operate a shower. 

It pissed me off that he treated me like a moron, but | rather chose not to say anything. At least, | was at 
his mercy. 

He also lent me his Diamind Head T-shirt and an unused toothbrush. 


-That's it- he said standind by the door.- If you need something, take it. I'll be in my room. 


It took me about half an hour to wash up and prepare to sleep. | looked terrible but at the very least not just 


| combed my hair which turned out to be a quite challenge, and went down to the living room. 


James thought about everything- he unfolded the couch, changed the sheets and even put a glass of water on 
the table. 


| wondered if he just remembered my habits, whether he did it unwittingly. | always must have water with me, 
and he used to to bare it in his mind. 


| lay down, feeling refreshing. Not only physically, but also mentally. | made a good decision to meet a friend 


even in such tragic circumstances. 


And on the other hand, | was hella sad. Will ever be an opportunity to see him again? | didn't think so. Our 
bands were like 2 barking dogs on opposite streets and nothing could change that. 


| should forget about all of it and start a new chapter in my life where would be no place for constant 


thoughts about the past. 


The only obstacle was the damn phone numer. Why for fuck's sake did | ask for it? | should throw it off as 


soon as possible. Yeah, tomorrow I'll do it- it's already decided. 


In the house of James, on his couch and his T-shirt, | fell asleep calmly for the first time since leaving 


Metallica. 


What an irony. 


Paranoia 
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| woke up at T o'clock, like clockwork. | had to „waltz off" in the morning, so | hurried tp the toilet, did all the 
necessary activities and almost ran out of the house. There was no big traffic, and | put my characteristic 
hair in a ponytail, so | wasn't noticed and recognized. The car was where | left it, so | started the engine and 
drove into main road. | left James with a note with ‘thank you' in it, and so | had too much time and boredom 
while driving, | wondered if | had done right. 

However what would be wrong with that? | think I'm just being fucking paranoid. 

When | reached into my pocket to pull out the cigarettes, | found a strange rustling object. 


The memory came back to me only when | noticed a small piece of paper with a crooked handwriting from 


James. 
Yeah. His number. | was about to dump him, right? 

Although, since he was rice enough to share it with me, it would be rude to say goodbye to him so brutally. 
Maybe | was a bit rude and brusque, but certainly not ill-mannered. 


| snortedGod, I'm so damn stupid. Of course | will not throw him out. | will keep it with me like some fucking 


relic from the past. 


| jumped in the car seat when | heard a loud tumble. | almost collided with a truck. I'd better focus on the 


road to get to the home in one piece. A few long and tedious hours of driving are ahead of me. 
| showed the driver the middle finger and turned on the radio. Nothing interesting, some disco crap. 


While switching channels - obviously - | came across a fucking Metallica twice, so | turned off frustrated The 


only good solution turned out to be silence. 
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„DO YOU JAMES HETHELD HAVE DEPRESSION?" 


| read the headline and snorted. It looked like a regular tabloid for teens, in which there was more nonsense 


than content. 


But on the other hand .. Even if James gets into the whirlpool of tours and concerts, some things stay in your 
head, you cannot just throw them away. How will he deal with this? 


| have recently found out about this new bass player they were able to find. Jason, right? He looked quite 
funny. | wondered how disappointed he was- the images they created were very different than their real 


personality. 


| rubbed my forehead and threw the newspaper as close as possible to the trash can Of course | missed the 


mark. 


-Why the fuck you keep buying this- | murmured to Junior, who was just sitting opposite, with one hand on 
the card and the other on the guitar fretboard. Dude was obsessed with local newspapers and news, an evening 


without a TV news did not exist for him. 


-Can you not throw my newspapers?- he moaned. | did not answer, instead | played a riff that | worked on for 


a long time. 

He looked at me and smiled. 

- If sounds cool. Do you have something else? 

-Ive got a lot of things in my mind, but now just it. 

| tried to compose music for a text | wrote a few months earlier when a previous girl broke with me. Stupid 
bitch, she kicked over me as much as possible, and her favorite activity was sucking all the good energy out 


of me. | should not get involved with her, somehow from the beginning she reminded me of a vampire. 


Earlier, | was about to give up this song, but some strange intuition told me to finish. | wanted this song to be 


a kind of a tribute for Cliff. Composing it was the last thing | could do for him. 


- Can | help? -he offered hopefully, but | just shook my head. It was supposed to be something | made 100 


percent. 


We sat in our seedy studio. Everywhere were the pages from the notebook, unused instruments lay in artistic 
disarray, and the packagings of Chinese soups, beer and other such crap only added the charm of this place. | 
liked sitting here, playing and thinking. Often | come alone after dark, take my guitar and wait for the sudden 


inspiration. 


We just had a lunch break. Guys went to buy some food for the band, while me and David sat here and 
thinking. | involuntarily looked to the trash, next to which this stupid magazine lay . | had a great desire to take 


him and read an interesting article, but thank goodness, my willpower won with me. Why for fuck's sake do | 


care about James’ fate? 


Then Gar and Chris entered the studio with a bang. They kept 3 boxes of pizza, some cole and vodka. A lot of 
vodka. 


-Well well- said Gar-| see that men are having fun! 

| decided to ignore him while David grinned. 

- Cool, you have some fire. 

-Clearly - Chris started to unpack the pizza on the table. - we must drink for our obvious future success. 
| smiled vaguely. He talked about the damn album that has given us sleepless nights for several months. 


| put aside the song | was working on and pulled out the biggest piece of pizza 
Gar just rolled his eyes. 


- Bleh, maize- David mumbled, even though no one listened. 

- What will we do with all these money and fans? - Chris asked, in the break between chewing. 

- Don't get excited. It may be different - | cooled his enthusiasm, although | did not believe in my own words. | 
was aware that the album is really great, and will gain popularity. | felt it in my bones. 

-Sure- David merely raised an eyebrow. - We all know that it is horny good. We can already say goodbye to 


the problems. 


- By the way, are you going to the party with us, Davey? -Gar gave me his stupid smirk | winced, | hated 


when someone called me like that. 
-| don't know. 


On the one hand, | wanted to go, bacause these dudes know how to get good stuff. | could have fun in the end 
and forget about all this crap, but something kept me from this. And | usually trusted my hunches. 


The drummer shrugged and there was a momentary silence. Each of us was full of both hope and, to a 


greater or lesser degree, fears. 


As soon as we finished eating, we handeg around for the moment and went straight to the streets, wandering 


around the parking and looking for a car. | heard my buddies’ lively and happy voices, but | didn't share their 


enthusiasm. | was not able to enjoy myself, | don't know why. Gar a few times jokingly asked if | was sick, which 
wouldn't even make me surprised. | have always been in the first queue for drinking, having fun and to taking 


drugs. What is happening with me? 


| brought guys to the apartment, from which | heard loud music and people's giggling conversations. | 
considered for a moment whether | was doing the right thing, giving up such pleasure, but finally | shook my 
head and went straight home. 


Lights of street lamps and the sound of passing cars were seeping through the car windows. In the seats 


behind me lay instruments left by the guys. 
| sighed and turned on the radio. 

„Welcome to where time stands still 

No one leaves and no one will 

Moon is full, never seems to change 

Just labeled mentally deranged" 


Sure. 


| did not have to wait long for this song to nest in my head. It did not want to leave, even when | arrived and 


started doing all home activities. Metallica's songs seem to have insisted on poisoning my life. 


finally, the best moment of the day came - | was lying on the bed with only boxers, switching TV channels and 
stroking my cat. | could laze like that all night, but something caught my attention 


-- .. concert tour. The band apologized for the situation, but they also don't seem to know what to do next. 
There are fears that James Hetfield will not recover as soon as fans would like. What will happen to Metallica, 
a band loved by a thousand people in the world? Cliff Burton was ...” 


| turned on the TV as fast as possible, squeezing the remote control furiously. 


| did not want to hear about James, Cliff, or any of them. But what the hell is going on? James have to 


recover? from what? 


| changed my mind immediately. All shaking, | wanted to turn on the TV again, but unfortunately the remote 
control slipped out of my hands, the flap opened and the batteries fell out on the floor. 


When | finally found them and put together the miserable device, the presenters began a new topic. Fuck. What 


should | do now? 


Before | even asked myself this question, | already knew. | knew that no force, human or supernatural, would 
distract me from this intention. l'm pathetic. 


| found it where | put it down a few months ago - in an old, damaged cookbook that David had once given me 


for a joke. James' number. 


| walked toward the phone and it took about IO minutes before | typed 4 numbers. | considered 38 times what 


to do and say, | wrote in my head a million possible talk scenarios. 


When | finally decided, | almost drop the phone in fear when a familiar, hoarse voice came from the other side. 


| swallowed. What the fuck am | doing 2 

OF course, in a heartbeat, | forgot what to say. 

Yeah? 

For a moment | was just paralyzed by fear, until the voice urged me to continue what | had already begun. 
“Halo? 

-Hi James. Dave's here- | mumbled through my clenched throat. - Mustaine- | added like an idiot 

- Hey - his voice tone softened slightly. - How are you? 


| almost burst out laughing for the absurdity of this situation | just called James Hetfield, and he asks me 


what's up. Paranoia 
Alright. And with you? 

| waited a moment before | got the answer. 

-Rather terrible. 

The resignation from his voice made me completely devastated. Can it be that awful? 
-You siill.feel bad? 

- Even worse. Why did you call? 

James and manners. He always didn't care about them. 


- | just wanted to know how are you doing. | heard some rumors that you have depression or something - | 


laughed nervously. 


James’ response was different than | would have expected. 


- Listen, | .. | cannot cope with this everything | don't know what's next, Dave. | don't know if there will be any 


‘next. 


Telephone 


| stood in the shop, buying a few packs of cigarettes. | did not have to look too deep to find newspapers that 
interested me. Metallica dominated almost every one of them, especially James. This moment came when the 


rumor became true. 

"IS THS END OF METALLICA?" 

Yes. It's over. 

| sighed and asked for three packages of Malboro. 


"You know, Dave," said the vocalist when | first called him. "I cannot deal with it. | cannot make music anymore, 
| have a total emptiness in my head, and some kind of aversion. Whenever | have to play any of our piece, | 
have before my eyes .. Cliff. And not only. | see every close person who has died. | have no idea what's 


happening to me. " 


| knew that James won't pick himself up quickly, but | did not think that he would decide to finish everything 
definitely. Damn, | will never hear any new song made by them in my whole life? Earlier | didn't want to think 


about it, but only they were worthy rivals for us. 


Since that memorable evening when | scavenged his number from the depths of the shelf, it's been a while, 
and we were still talk almost every day. | tried to limit my big mouth and cheer him up a bit. He was isolating 


himself, drinking, didn't sleep and eat. Really fucked up. 

Lars certainly didn't even consider the possibility of band dissolution and | could bet that he was just crying 
somewhere in the corner and cursed. Deep down, | felt sorry for him. Experience has taught me that 
helplessness is the worst feeling in the world. Uh, but well. They finally made this breakneck decision | was 


warned about it before, but | almost got a heart attack anyway. 


| looked with great sadness at all these headlines and announcements. | felt that 3 packages of cigarettes won't 


be enough. 


Overwhelmed by the depressive mood, | entered the bus where Gar was waiting for me. | flipped over one 
parcel, and he caught it in flight without even glancing at it 


-Now to the rest of the guys?" He asked. | leaned against the glass, considering it a rhetorical question. A long 
and hard journey to the concert awaited me. 


Gar started the engine and we drove away. 


It was not even half an hour when all the other two were pressed next to us. ‘Sweet home alabama’ just came 


on the radio, which did not seem positive to me at all. The song reminded me of a long sitting in my previous 
apartment, along with James and Lars. Its funny, but thanks to this song, The Four Horsemen was created. 


Guys were tactfully silent about Metallica and all the hot things about it, which of course had to be disrupted 
by Gar. 


- It is a pity that Metallica has been disbanded. | thought that someday we would play something together. 
He smiled nastily at me, but noticing the lack of reaction, he focused again on the road. 


- | didn't expect that it will turn out this way- David interfered. - | mean, | know that something terrible 
happened to them, but why did they end up everything so immediately? | would take a break if | were in their 


shoes. 
-By all accounts, Hetfield couldn't stand it - Chris scratched his head. - I've heard that he is very distraught. 


| didn't mention my contact with him. Only | knew what problems he must deal with and how difficult his 
everyday life is. 


- Can you stop? - | snapped, to which obediently | was answered by the silence that persisted over most of 


the route. 


David was reading magazines, Chris was sleeping, Gar was driving and singing kitsch radio songs, and | just was 

starring at the views outside the window and tried to drive away the insistent thoughts. After the last, fourth 
stop, during which we visited the bathroom and bought several energetics, we arrived at our destination Then 
there was only automation - unpacking, a short rest, a ride to the hall and sound tests. 

XE% 


After the concert, the mood of the band definitely changed. Shouting and singing audience gave them a kick to 


act, so even sweat and tiredness wasn't an obstacle to fun. 


All except me. | was exhausted and probably sick, so | went without a word to my hotel room. The rest left 
the hotel - loud shouts and crackling doors left no doubt. David came to me for a moment and tried to pull me 
out, but eventually gave up and left. | thus jumped on the bed and turned on the first channel on TV, even 
without washing myself. | burrowed in my bag for a moment, looking for painkillers and other specifics. | had a 
great urge to dope, but | gave up this idea. Instead, | swallowed a few pills and drank what | found near me. 


Unfortunately, the pain in my head didn't want to pass even for a moment. 

| began to regret that | didn't go with them, because | would at least have a rebound from the pain and the 
edginess. The pills caught my attention again. 

| sighed. No, it's definitely not a good idea 


Instead, | took a shower, dressed the random clothes and went for a short walk. Fresh air worked on me as the 


best medicine, and the buzz of the city made me feel calmly. | loved the city at night - then life was just 
beginning. It often happened that we together worked after dark, and we slept during the day, so the 
atmosphere of the night was especially familiar to me. 

When my eyes met the telephone booth, | had to stop for a moment to analyze all the pros and cons in my 
head. Call or not? James is probably not sleeping anymore. For 3 months, he couldn't sleep a wink for more 


than 3 hours. 


In the end, deeply embarrassed by myself, | dialed a familiar number and called. It took a long time before 


anyone picked up, so | almost lost hope. 


-Hello?- the stranger asked. He frightened me a little, James always answered every phone himself. ls 


something wrong? 

-Did | call James? 

- Who says? 

A rosy beast. What the fuck does he care about? 
- His friend. 


To be frank, | didn't know if | could give him that name. Did James perceive me in such categories, or was | 


just an idiot for him? 

- Wait a moment - said the voice after a moment of hesitation. | don't think he believed me. 
After 4 minutes of silence | started to feel impatience and irritation. 

-Who's there?- | breathed a sigh of relief. Finally, James. 

- Dave. Who's with you? 


- What, are you investigating me? - | didn't know exactly whether he joked or not. His tone didn't indicate it. | 
felt shiver through my neck. 


- Are you angry? - | asked carefully. In a normal situation, | would probably quarreled and got offended, but 


intuition told me something was wrong. 


- Look, | think -James stopped for a moment and cleared his throat. In the background | was able to hear a 


glass plng and some mute hum. - You shouldn't call me anymore. 


What the hell? Where does this sudden change come from? Usually James was happy with my phones, | could 


feel it in his voice. He shared with me his sorrows and worries. | would swear blind that | was one of the few 


people who know about it. James has never been too effusive. 
| wanted to be calm, but | couldn't keep cool. 
- Okay, fuck. No means no. 


| pushed the phone against the wall without bothering to put it back in place. It hung sadly on the cable, 


knocking on the floor. 


| went straight to the hotel, blinded by anger. 


Paralysis 
Departure. Arrival. Unpacking. Attempt. Concert. Party. Pack Departure. 


That's how my life looked like. The same over and over again, to disgust. Even if | felt that all forces of the 
universe were coming down to me while playing live, turning me into a big ball of energy, after got off from 


the stage, depression returned. 


lve been trying to reduce the drugs lately, and actually | don't know if | can consider it a good choice or not, 
because I've switched to alcohol with redoubled power. | didn't remember any evening from the last two weeks 
- all ended up on the floor in God knows what place and morning vomiting. | suppose that many factors 
contributed to this, starting with James and ending with stress because of the album. People think that l'm 
overconfident enough to afford stress and insecurity, but the truth was different. lf there were already 
serious changes in my life, test of my musical skills or difficult relationships, | almost died from stress. And 


now | had everything at once. 

| took back Gar as the last, because he lived closest to my apartment. Yesterday he had come back quite 
steamed, and | suspected that he drank alcohol also during the day, because he couldn't even stood up straight. 
This attitude was far from professionalism, because in the long return route everyone should be at least half- 
sober. We had such rules. 

He left the car clumsily with my little help in the form of a kick, and went to his door, looking for the keyhole. 
Yes, | decided to play a good mom and accompany him. After all, as a leader, | should take care of the good of 


the band, even despite his hopeless behavior. 


- Give me that - | growled and took the key myself. Gar just leaned against the door-frame and sighed every 


3 seconds. 
- What are you thinking about? - | asked without interest, fighting with a rusty padlock. 
- You know, | wonder if we will survive until the end of this year. 


- Its gonna be okay- | muttered when we finally managed to get into the apartment. We both stayed in a 


narrow hallway. 


-It's gonna be fine, yeaaaah- he grabbed my arm. | rolled my eyes and looked at him impatiently. | dreamed 


about a warm bed and a moment of relaxation. 
- Byeee-he breathed in front of my face. Goddamnit, his breath could be used as a natural weapon. 


- Bye, bye. 


| pushed him away slightly and quickly marched to the car, leaving my friend alone. 


| was probably driving a little too fast, taking into account the limitation to 50 km / h. After a few minutes | 
was on the parking near my apartment, so | turned off the engine, threw the case with guitar on my shoulder 
and breathed in the fresh morning air. It was some 5 am, almost a satanic hour, but | could see the light 
coming from nearby car. | had payed attention for it just by few seconds, because my thoughts got filled with 


a vision of warm water and a cozy bed. 

| got out of the car, took the suitcase from the trunk, and soon opened my own door. It took some time 
before | found the right key, because for some strange reason my hands were shaking. But as soon as | found 
him, | came in, quickly unpacked and washed myself. It was wonderful to wash away all this sweat, dust and 


fatigue. 


However, my joy could never last too long and this was also in this case. As soon as my two legs were under 


the covers, | heard a loud knocking. 
Someone was fucking kidding me. 


| went furiously into the hallway, stumbling over the empty suitcase left on the floor, and opened the door, 


almost screaming. 
But then | saw James. 
What the fuck?! What is he doing here? What does he want? Do | have any hallucinations? 


In addition, he maybe wasn't drunk as fuck, but he was certainly pretty toasted. He was alone, so it seemed 


that he had driven in that condition. What a sick fucker. How did he even know where my house is? 

-Hey Dave. l'm sorry to intrude. 

Without a word of consent, he approached me and probably wanted to hug me in a friendly way, but something 
went wrong. Dude suddenly leant down and puked straight into my t-shirt, shaked by sudden spasms. | stepped 
back, too shocked to be disgusted. 


- Jesus fucking Christ, l'm sorry - he bent forward so that his hair could cover his whole face. 


The gentle rays of the sun were the only source of lighting in my narrow anteroom. And then | heard a cushy 


sob. That was definitely too much. 


| started to act thanks to instinct than common sense. | held his waist and conducted him to the bathroom. 
James apologized me all the way, crying at the same time and generally behaving like an insane. | totally didn't 


know what's going on 


-Shut up.- | indicated him the pot, pulled my dirty shirt off and threw it into the bathtub. James did the same 
with my little help. | helped him clean his hair and face from vomit, | gave him a toothbrush and just watched 


him brush his teeth. He looked even worse than a few months ago. 
| had left him alone for a 5 minutes and went to the other room, pulled all the rubbish off the couch and put 
it in an extra blanket. | didn't have such things as a second bedding since my previous girl moved out of my 


house. 


As soon as | turned around, James was standing in the doorway. We looked at each other for a few moments. 


We probably looked like a birdbrains from mental hospital. 

Well, honestly, | felt that way. 

-Lie down- | ordered and got up from the couch. The vocalist nodded sadly. | decided not to ask him anything, 
in such a condition he wouldn't answer any of the billion questions | have already prepared for him. | watched 
for a moment, if he could deal with putting a blanket on his body and removing shoes, but as he could do it on 
his own, | closed the door and started to clean the floor in the hall. 

| was too dumbstruck and surprised to think. | acted almost like a robot. What a fucking weird day. 

HK 

| was awakened by strange, unknown sounds coming from outside the wall. Burglar? Neighbor? Who came? 

Still dizzy with sleep, | barely got up quickly, but dizziness made me sit again Fortunately, the stranger himself 
came to my bedroom. Then all yesterday's events returned to my tired and sore head. Well, James unexpected 
and rather unpleasant decided to visit me. 

- May | come in?- He asked rather shyly. 

- You already did it - | hissed unkindly. 

His hair was still damp, so it looked like he had washed himself. Nevertheless, he looked like hell. | sat cross- 
legged on the bed while he perched on the edge, as if he was afraid that | would attack and kill him. Even if | 
wanted, | wouldn't be able to do it, because | owed him a debt of gratitude related to the previous overnight 
stay. 

- | am so sorry for yesterday. | didn't want this to happen. 


- Okay- | decided to forgive him. It was the least important now. - How do you know where | live? 


- | asked your brother. 


| raised an eyebrow. Huh? | knew that they liked each other back in the day, but | wouldn't think that they are 
still in touch. 


-| found his number somewhere- he continued. - | was afraid he changed it, but fortunately | managed to call 


him. - At the outset he wasn't eager to give me your address, but somehow | convinced him. 
| wonder what he told him so that my brother would trust him. It seemed that James really cared. 


- | saw when you roughly coming back and just waited. You know, | didn't want to drink, but.. ya know.. Besides, 
| probably wouldn't follow you If | was sober. 


Was this supposed to be a joke? | smiled weakly. 

| thought it was the end of the surprises, but he came dangerously close to me and hugged me tight. 
For a few seconds | wanted to push him as far away as possible, but my body became paralyzed. 

- Im glad to see you - his hoarse, strong voice was definitely too close. 


Finally | wrapped my arms around his naked chest. | could feel his breath on my shoulder, his hands on my 
back, his hair tickling my nose. He smelled pretty well, and | think he used my shampoo. 


After some time, James backed away. He brushed his hair back and sat opposite, this time with more boldness. 


| wanted to ask him why he wanted to cut contact with me then, but | decided not to attack him so quickly. 
- Wanna eat something? -l| asked instead. He just shrugged. 


- Do you have anything in the fridge, man? 


Coffee 


-Good point- | admitted and slid off the sheets with loud sniffle. James obediently followed me straight into the 
kitchen. 


| opened the fridge and bent down to see something. Indeed, the interior was empty. 


-Uhh .. There is no bread. Butter too, cheese too. Eggs are- | glanced at him from behind the door. He smiled 
indulgently. 


- What a wealth. 


-Yep .. Oh, | have milk too. Such in a carton, which can stand for three years. At least we'll have some coffee. 


- Do you have coffe? 

| gave him a meaningful look. 

-0f course, idiot. Search in the shelf. 

The guitarist began to rummage somewhere on the cabinets while | continued to inspect. 

- Have you got a flour? - he asked. | nodded. 

-| can make pancakes. 

-If you want, go ahead. 

| gave the master the opportunity to show off, and | began to grind and brew the coffee myself. | did not have 
any special machine or a french press, so the coffee grounds were the norm for me. | sat on a chair with a 
mug in my hand and watched his actions. He was doing quite well, so after a few minutes minutes, a pile of 
fresh pancakes was situated on the plate. 

Sunlights filtered through the blinds, the air was soaked in the smell of freshly ground grains and pancakes. | 
leaned against a small kitchen table and watched in silence as James cooked breakfast for us. What a nice and 


idyllic atmosphere. | wonder what awful and unexpected event will disturb it. 


Finally, James sat down next to me and put on a pancake portion of a jam that we found together somewhere 


in the kitchen. 


-How are you feeling lately?- | asked, adding milk to the empty glasses. 


- No change, but doesn't matter- he murmured and looked straight at me, with all his mouth clogged and 
strands of hair falling on his face. -And how was the tour? 


- It was not really a tour, you know .. Several concerts in a row. 

- Tired? 

- Maybe a bit. - | tapped in the plate with a fork. - Recently I'm tired all the time. 

-Even coffee doesn't help?- He joked lightly. 

| smiled. 

- Maybe for you, but for me coffee is not a medicine for all evil - | added amused. 

James stopped chewing for a moment and leaned back against the chair, staring at me with shining eyes. 
- But if this coffee would be made by someone who is such a medicine, maybe you'd be less exhausted? 
-Huh? By who? 

We were again staring at each other like two freaks. 

- Me, for example. 

| didn't know if it was a joke or not. Should | laugh? 


My lack of reaction was probably the obvious answer for James. The man, without any warning, leaned his 


hands against my thighs, slanted and kissed me, right on the lips. 


Oh, fuck. Oh fuck What should | do? Move away? Slap him in the face? Kick out of my house? Call him a 
fucking faggot? 


Instead, | did something completely different. 


| took his face and pressed him to me even harder. | groped my fingers in his hair; James probably didn't 
expect it, but after a few moments he started working again. He bit my lower lip while | intensified the kiss. His 


mouth tasted like coffee, jam and pancakes - what an interesting mix. 


His hot breath almost stirred in my mind, and his tongue was wandering around every corner of my mouth. | 
removed my hands from those tousled blond curls and slid them down onto his muscular arms, down chest, 


until | met his ribs, and he barely audibly groaned. | felt that my body burned from a hotness and some 


unidentified feeling. My skin got sensitive to every single touch. 


After some time, the vocalist stepped back and gave us both time to breathe. | looked straight into his blue 
eyes, unable to believe what had just happened. What if | died? Is he an angel then? 


James licked his swollen and pink lips and smiled boldly. 
- This is a rematch for what you did to me at that hotel. 


eR 


We sat on the sofa, sipping whiskey and talking every now and then. | looked at him again; he seemed to be in 
much better mood than in the morning. In his eyes | saw the former shine that escaped several years ago and 
didn't return, giving way to emptiness and sadness. And now? Dude was happy like a child It was quite 
flattering to believe that it was because of me. It was strange to think about it, but our relations turned 


almost 90 degrees from the breakfast kiss. 


Ever since | was a child, people told me that fags are the worst evil in the world, which deserves only 


condemnation. 


Sometimes in my entire twenty-year life, | smitted someone for calling me gay, fag and other similar names. If 
| had somehow seen my future before, | would probably lie down on the tracks and bitterly await the 


approaching train 

Now, however, some strange, inconceivable joy made me forget about previous prejudices. | couldn't look at 
James without smiling at him like a moron. It seemed that all my previous views and conceptions have been 
ruined. Nowness suddenly lost its meaning and the troubles were gone. Everything faded in the face of these 
bizarre circumstances. | never thought that such a feeling would ever come to me. Enchanted teens could give 
me a high five. 

And best of all, James shared my happiness. He was even more surprised than | was. 

- | have an idea - he said after a moment of silence. - Let's go somewhere tomorrow. 

| raised an eyebrow, being curious about the unexpected proposition. 


- What? Where? 


- Somewhere away from this city. Somewhere where we could forget about all problems and spend a few days 


together. 


| hesitated. 


- | don't think that's a good idea. To disappear so suddenly? | have a lot of work now. | musr control everything 


and everyone. Guys need me 


- Relax, they'll last a few days. Allow their parents the necessities of taking care of them, man- he mumbled 


and came closer, surrounding me with his arm. 


-You know that's not the point - my obstinacy was inversely proportional to James's insistence. He kissed me 


on the cheek and then went down to the jaw, then to the neck. 

My willpower has gone forever. 

- Okay, good. 

James stroked my face with his palm and grinned. 

- | knew you'll agree. 

Uhh, he wrapped me around his finger too fast. But if he has only such methods, | won't complain. | felt that | 
changed into a soft, shapeless mass. | always lost my ability to think while being near him him and now | could 
easily admit to myself that | was terribly in love. All the elements of the puzzle finally came to their place, 


and | became brave enough to stop fighting unnecessarily. 


- Uh-huh- | purred and | kissed him on the lips. We stayed that for a few moments, until the man pulled back 
and stood up, stretching the joints with a silent crack. 


- I'm gonna get some juice. 
| nodded and settled down comfortably on the soft material of the sofa, peering at the watch. It came 8 pm. 
Time was running too fast when | was with him. Somewhere the phone rang, but | decided to don't give a shit. 


James was right, | also needed a moment for myself. 


- You hear it? -he said as he returned to the room, holding a bottle of juice which we had bought together 


several hours ago. Goddamn Sherlock Holmes. 

| shrugged. 

- Whoever he is, he must wait. 

James just looked at me and thought for a second. 

- Maybe you should let know to your friends that you won't be back for a few days? 


| moaned, finished my last few sips of whiskey and stood up. 


- So be it. 


When | got to the phone | had to remember David's phone number. | preferred to call him just because he was 


harmless and very outgoing, so he shouldn't pettifog. 


-Yes?- Except his voice | heard the sound of muffled music. He was probably just sitting alone at home and 
listening to his favorite vinyls. 


- This is Dave. 
- Hey, wassup? 


- | just wanted to tell you that I'm going away for a few days - | said bluntly. - l'm going to my mother, she 


needs help before Im totally overworked 

- Sure. lll tell the rest of the guys. When you come back? 

- | dort know, I tell you later. Just give me a break and don't call me with no fucking reason, okay? 
Junior laughed 

- For sure. By the way, did you come back yesterday without any surprises? 

Yes, we live somehow. Sorry, but tm busy for this moment, | have to go. 

- Any way, could you lend me this Misfits album at the earliest opportunity? 

- Sure. See ya 

| heard a familiar ‘later’ and put the phone back in place. 


When | got to the room, James was waiting for me, sipping juice and holding feets on the table. | decided to 


mercifully don't say anything. 
- Everything done?-He asked impatiently. | think he couldn't wait. 


- Yeah. So where are we going? 


Burn 


James led me to the front desk, smiled to the woman working there and got the key. Then we both reached 
the room with the number 14. 


The room looked almost identical, except for bedding and minor changes in the decor. A large bed, a few 
cabinets, a window, a bathroom. All memories came back to me one by one, even those | didn't want to 
remember. | felt temporary pressure to get out of here as quickly as possible. When a sudden impulse forced 
me to go towards the door and run away, | felt familiar arms wrapping around my waist. All anxiety has gone. 
James kissed my ear and murmured quietly. 

- Home sweet home, yeah? 

| snorted and shook my head. 

- Don't talk nonsense. You could have given me more time than two weeks. 

| joked but he probably took it too seriously. He hugged me even tighter. 

- Im sorry. 


His honest voice behind my made me baffled a bit. Instead of saying anything, | turned to him and kissed his 


mouth. It took a long time before we began unpacking. 

We didn't have too much luggage - some clothes, some cosmetics and maybe a few items of everyday use. 
With a small exception- | took the guitar. | watched James’ reactions when he saw me packing it into the 
cover, but his poker face showed no emotion. | wonder if he will let me play something for him or, that'd be a 
miracle actually, he will start to play himself. 

-Can | put your book in this cupboard?- U asked, opening the door and peering inside. 

-Mhm- he nodded and went to the window and gazed at the view. 

- Things change. 

- What? - | asked, not hiding the lack of interest 


- Those blocks opposite for example. The neighborhood changed a lot. 


= Why do you care? 


James was confused for a moment and fell silent. Wow, that's strange. 

- Are you hiding something? Have you been here before? 

James smoked a cigarette before he spoke again. 

- You know, it was not a coincidence that | took you here then. Do you think | know every hotel in the usa? 
| approached him and leaned on the window sill. 

- | thought you chose randomly. So tell me, what story is related to this place? 

It took another few moments before he answered. Finally he sighed. 

- I've been here sometimes with Claire. 


| frozed. | totally didn't know what to say. Why he decided to show me a place where he spent time with the 
love of his life? What should | think about it? 


- She lived nearby. Her parents didn't let us meet, saying that | have a bad influence on her, so we used to 
met here. Frankly, this place has become a kind of shelter, we loved staying here. Ya know, because of the 
money, we didn't go here often, but back in the day we had promised ourselves that if something really bad or 
really good happen, we must come here and have a reflection time. So it's like continuing this tradition 

| listened patiently , being too shocked to speak. Finally, | asked him a question that got stuck in my head head. 
- Then it's your the worst or the best time? 

The man extinguished his cigarette and gave me an enigmatic look 

-| think both. 

| nodded. 

| didn't expect such confessions. James never mentioned Claire, as if he couldn't deal with her death enough. 
How freely he talked about it also suprised me. | knew that | wasn't worthy to take her place, but did James 
like to be with me at least half as he used to be with her? 

| wondered why he actually chose me. | was a selfish asshole and | knew that. James, however, was different - 
he deserved another such a wonderful man as he is. Friendly, empathetic and caring. l'm sure Claire was like 


that too. In that case, why me? 


-| hope you don't feel lost or angry now-James added in apologetic tone, which | denied. 


- NoThank you for telling me that. Im really glad. 

James took a deep breath and smiled broadly. 

- By the way, maybe we go somewhere later? 

- Good idea, but when the sun will go down 

- What are you, a vampire? 

- Maybe? | could bite your arteries at night, duh. 

- | could sacrifice myself. 

| gave him one of my malicious looks and bit my lip. James's eyesight came exactly right there. 


-Maybe we'll do some nice things before we go?- | leaned closer, so that the ends of our noses almost 


touched. | didn't even realize how much | wanted it. My jeans got a little tighter. 


- Only when the sun will go down - he pushed me away and jumped on the bed, leaning against the wall. | rolled 


my eyes. 
- Wimp! 


Guy just laughed and patted the place next to him, waiting for me to sit next to him. 


eR 


James led me along some street, shyly touching my hand with his fingers. The lamps lighted on random 
passers-by, and some quiet music came to my ears. Walk at dusk and music in the city always gave me an 


energy boost. James probably knew me too well. 


| felt a bit like in these old romantic movies when the main couple has a romantic date. Brr, | was fucking 
embarrassed by this thought. In conclusion, | haven't been on such a normal date for a long time, | had too 
busy life and too little desire for such crap. | just wanted to have sex with chicks. | was in the cinema or 


restaurant probably only in high school. So it was a really strange but pleasant feeling for me. 


| was really surprised by how good-looking this city is. It looked really nice and neat. Maybe a bit old, but that 
only added the charm. 3 years ago | was too busy and stressed to see it. In fact, | spent little time here, 


because as soon as | somehow stabilized my life, | moved to a place that | knew well - my home town | did not 


like it because in every corner and alley | saw my imaginary psychopathic father and assholls from school, but 


| assumed that | will quickly find people to the band and start a new life. And | actually succeeded. 
- Do you want to eat? | know different cool bars or cafes here. -He asked suddenly. 


- Noo, maybe we're coming back? - the walk was very rice and | would probably like to go somewhere else, 
but the thought of spending the night with James was burning me. | could barely stand this tension. James 
probably too, because he turned around without a word. We tried to take up some topics together, but it 
didn't work. 


When we reached a deserted street, James took my hand unhampered and blinked. We passed several harmless 
looking people who gave us a rude look, but nothing more happened. And maybe | was too happy to pay 
attention to it. 


As soon as the hotel loomed before us, | quicken my pace. | felt like | just took a dose of heroin. We passed the 
reception, the narrow corridor, and finally the goddamn room appeared to my eyes. | came in first, then James, 


and as soon as he closed the door, | pressed him to the wall and began to kiss him desperately. 


His tongue wandered in my mouth while | pressed my hand to his burning neck. | felt his extremely fast pulse, 
which together with heavy breath turned me on even more. James embraced my waist and kept me as tight 


as It phisically possible. 


| broke the kiss for a moment to take the air. James stared at me with a blurry look, and his face was red 


like a beetroot. | decided to remember it. 


- Playtime's over - | said, using the lowest and hoarse tone. | grabbed the ends of James’ shirt and helped him 
pull it over his head, repeating it myself. Our naked torsos clung to each other again as the man touched my 
neck with his lips. | tilted my head and sighed, not letting any groan escape my lips. | couldn't give him that 


satisfaction. 


James pushed at me, kissing at the same time. We barely managed to get to bed without falling over each 
other. We both fell on soft bedding, James on the top. He rested his hands on both sides of my face, lightly 
tugging my hair scattered across the pillow, while | pressed my hips to his abdomen. James moaned with 
approval. Jesus, | would like to hear it more often Even more horny, | started to run my fingers over his 
chest, brushing his ribs with my nails- | remarked that he was very sensitive there. James froze for a 


moment and we both stopped moving, staring at each other. 


- What? Do you want to sing a lullaby and go to sleep? -I snarled sarcastically. | quickly took advantage of this 
moment of weakness and took the initiative, pushing him on the bed, until | was above him. | approached his 


collarbones, tasting every piece of his body, all the way to the navel, 


James moaned again, grabbing my hair and pulling my head closer to his zipper. 
The man arched his back, letting me slip off his pants. Now, almost all naked, covered only by the thin material 


of boxers, he was laying underneath me. 


| hesistated for a moment. I've never done such things with a guy before. | did not know exactly how to do it, 
but James’ urgent hand helped me make the final decision. | decided to tease him a little. | ran my tongue over 
the bulge in his underwear, getting in retaliation another, muffled moan. | looked up; James hid his face in his 


hands, not letting me look at him. 
- If you want blowjob, take those paws off your face. 


| he cared too much, because he didn't even try to fight me. He only obediently followed my order. At the 


same time, he looked incredibly attractive and funny, considering the intense color of his face. 


| returned to the interrupted activity, licking the inside of his thighs and underbelly. Finally, at James’ 
suggestion, | taked off his boxer shorts and took his penis in my mouth. It was not that bad, after some time | 
got used to the rhythm that his hips gave, and even | dared to take it deeper into my throat. James gave me 


his groans, sometimes murmuring my name with hoarse and arousing voice. 
- Oh God .. You're pretty good, even so it's your first time - he said | couldn't answer, for a known reason. 


After some time he came. He shuddered and clenched his muscles, pressing my head with his hand so deep 
that | almost touched his pubes with my nose. | swallowed every drop of his salty semen, surprising myself, 


and then lifted my neck and wiped the bottom part of my face. 
James's head fell to the pillow, and the only thing that could be heard was our heavy breaths. 


| moved on my elbows towards his face and kissed him passionately, biting his lips and sliding my tongue over 
his teeth. The man stroked my hair gently . | could do it for hours, if not for the unpleasant pressure in my 
pants. James, without waiting too long, put his hand between my underwear and bare body, and began to rub 
my dick up and down 


- | am expecting a rematch - | mumbled, kissing him on the jaw, neck and shoulder. James rosed slightly, and | 
with him. He moved his tongue over his lower lip, which swelled and took a dark pink color due to numerous, 


strong kisses. 


He turned out to be much more skillful than me - shy thought made me wonder if he had done it before. 
Fortunately, all the deliberations fled from my head as James swallowed whole my penis and holded it for few 
seconds. The heat of his lips was making me burning. Hot feeling and thirst accumulated in my lower abdomen, 
depriving my ability to think | grabbed his hair hungrily, allowing pleasant warmth to spread all over my body 
to finally get out to James's mouth. 


| called his name for the last time 


